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Summary: Sam needs the herb trader, bad! And he's not in her garrison! Can her friend Lily save the day?





	The Herb Trader

Samantha needed the herb trader.

It had been a real bitch of a week; her fiery warhorse, which she had only managed to steal after two literal years' worth of weekly visits to Karazhan, had run over a Draenorian pothole and snapped a leg. She'd had to put it down, and right in the middle of her grief someone down in her shipyard had had the audacity to cock something up bad enough to lose a whole fleet of purple ships. Those purples weren't easy to come by.

So it was the herb trader. Sam didn't know where he lived, or what else he might do for money, but he always had his herbs with him. He'd wander in and out of her garrison a few times a week, poking his strange head into the various huts and asking if anyone was interested in a twenty-five bag containing a small selection of different strains. But he wasn't here tonight, and this time Sam did need a twenty-five bag.

She climbed the tower with the portal to Ashran and zoomed over. Sam saw her friend Lily standing in front of the auction house, trading obscenities with a beady-eyed goblin entrepreneur. That was Lily, all right.

"Ding ding, buddy," Sam said friendlily as she strolled over. "You know anything about the herb man?"

A mischievous grin lit Lily's face.

Lily was a rogue. Both she and Sam were blood elves and were both slight of stature, but that was where the similarities ended. Sam was an indoor cat—Lily was a lynx with the supernatural ability to locate herbs. Her body was a dowsing rod. When she and Sam would stroll through the Valley of Honor together, Lily would sometimes freeze stock still, listening to her cells. When this happened, it meant someone nearby had herbs.

They flew back to Lily's garrison, hoping the herb man would be there. He wasn't.

"Damn it," Lily said.

"Was he here earlier?"

Lily's nose twitched prettily. "He was here," she decided. "I'll write to him."

Lily penned a quick note on a scrap of parchment and stuffed it through the slot on her garrison's mailbox. The two women waited.

"How will he get it from in there?" Sam asked.

"I don't know how it works," Lily said. After a while she reached into the mailbox and retrieved the herb man's reply.

"He wants to know how much you want," Lily explained, reading.

"A twenty-fiver. Well, maybe a fifty."

Lily wrote and stuffed another letter, and they waited again. The first time she checked the box, the herb man hadn't written back yet.

"Damn traders, all running on trader time," she moaned.

"Man, you don't have to wait here if you don't want," Sam told her. "You can hit the road and do whatever you were going to do."

"Oh, I was just fighting with the gobs is all," Lily said. "And I want some herbs too, now that I think about it."

Sam giggled in surprise. "You can't call them that!" she insisted. "You racist!"

It took forever for the herb trader to write back to Lily, even though he clearly wasn't doing anything. The letter finally came, and he agreed to meet the two women on the zeppelin that bridged Orgrimmar and the Borean Tundra in Northrend.

"Where the hell is he?" asked Sam, shivering in the high wind on the platform thirty minutes later.

"He'll turn up," Lily assured her. Lily was playing a frightening knife game against the hull of the zep that had her deftly poking the spots between her splayed fingers. Sam was nervous and worried they looked suspicious up here, riding the zep back and forth but never getting off. Someone was going to catch on.

"No one gives a crap, dude," Lily assured her.

The herb trader finally materialized three hours later. He blamed traffic. Sam thought about the traffic situation in Azeroth. There wasn't much of a situation, really, but she didn't say anything. The herb trader looked a little keyed up tonight.

"I also got ore," he told Sam and Lily conspiratorially.

"Whoa, no thanks. We just want herbs," Sam said.

"You sure? It's real good stuff. I also know an alchemist who cooks up his own potions and stuff."

"Oh hell no," Lily roared. "I tried a Greater Lysergic Flask one time, and it was the worst ten hours of my life. I started believing I was going to die if I didn't keep breathing manually."

The herb trader shrugged. "Not for everyone," he admitted.

Sam and Lily each bought a twenty-fiver and hearthed back to Sam's garrison.

"Want to sample?" Lily asked. She was clearly excited.

"Sure," Sam agreed. She was thinking of her late warhorse again. It was time for some herbs.

Sam and Lily, giggling, trotted down the embankment to the herb garden. The tauren woman watching over the shipments gave them a dirty look. Sam returned it bravely. It was her garrison, after all.

They parceled out a small portion of the herbs they'd bought from the trader. Lily expressed concern about how they looked pretty leafy, but Sam didn't mind. She was just excited to have some herbs again.

At last, they were ready. Sam opened her menu and used the herbs to craft an agility potion, and Lily made some wounding poison. When they were done, they both smiled at each other.

"Nice," Lily said.

"Use some eye drops before you leave," Sam told her seriously. "You look like a zombie."

"Shut up. You do."

Sam was feeling fine. Crafting that agility potion had been exactly what she needed after her week. She zipped up the rest of her herbs in the baggie the trader had given her and taped it underneath the command table after making sure none of her followers were around. She knew they loved crafting stuff, too, and weren't above pinching.

"Later, creep," Lily called from down by the transmogrification hut. Due to the herbs, she had given herself a hilarious new outfit that was mismatched enough to destabilize the elements. Sam waved and watched as Lily mounted up on something that looked like a stingray and zoomed over the wall, out into the night. Sam looked at the time. It was almost two in the morning.

"Trader time," she said, and laughed.


End file.
